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*****
THE AWAKENING
*****
Alexander’s hands were like velvet cuffs binding Natalie’s wrists above her head. Gripping a fistful of her auburn curls, he imprisoned her beneath his weight. With the heat in his eyes nearly melting her, she writhed beneath him in false protest.
“Tell me what you desire, Natalie,” he said, his warm breath caressing her cheek.
Her head whipped from side to side as she tried to fight the intolerable urges his lust-filled teasing brought forth within her. Nearly breathless, she stared back at him. “You, I desire you.”
Only he had the power to relieve her anguish, her mental and physical torment. Triumph flickered in his gaze and a wicked smile plagued his lips.
“As you wish, my lady,” he said in that sultry, deep voice that made her heartbeat quicken.
Fiercely he ravished her mouth while easing a knee steadily forward, parting her bare thighs. His cool slacks brushed her searing flesh, causing her to shiver with delight. Needing more than ever for him to satisfy her, she surrendered and let him venture further until he touched the tender ache between her open, defenceless legs.
Gasping, Natalie shot straight up in her bed and gripped her chest where her heart pounded in quick, violent pulses. Her eyes flickered back and forth as she scanned her bedroom.
Empty.
Tears welled in her eyes. She covered her face with her hands and took a shuddering breath. The intensity of these dreams was out of control and the pain she felt waking alone each morning was becoming unbearable. Surely, the vividness of the dreams and the resulting lonely ache would soon drive her insane. There had to be someone—anyone—who could explain what her dreams meant.
****
The walls of the psychiatrist’s office were dull, like a flavorless cream, but covered with numerous certificates stating Dr. Burnadak’s credentials and featured several awards for papers he had published on dream analysis.
Natalie Kendrick spotted a thick tan book on the large oak desk. Her fingers trembled. She brushed the hardcover and perused the title, What Your Dreams Are Trying to Tell You by Dr. James Burnadak.
She blew at her wispy bangs and moved back to the window. The busy bustle of New York City was endless. From the thirteenth floor, the view reminded her of ants scurrying from place to place with their only focus being to serve their queen. Catching a faint glimpse of her disheveled reflection in the window, she smoothed out the wrinkles in her white blouse and black skirt. She looked unkempt, like a woman who had spent an entire night in the arms of her lover. But her lover was an imaginary man; only a dream. Warming at the remembrance, Natalie fidgeted with the collar of her blouse.
“Natalie?”
Her head snapped toward the man standing in the doorway, a clipboard in his hand. He was younger than she thought he would be, middle-aged with chestnut brown hair and kind hazel eyes.
“Yes, I’m Natalie. Thank you for taking time to see me, Dr. Burnadak.”
“Please call me James. Dr. Burnadak makes me feel old.” He gestured towards a chair by the desk. “Please, sit.”
She forced a brief smile and arranged herself in the chair. His eyes seemed to analyze her every movement, as if she were a rat in a maze.
“So, what can I do for you, Natalie?”
“As I explained on the phone, I’ve been having these dreams, about a man.”
Burnadak’s brow creased. “Is this man someone you know?”
She contemplated the question and took a breath. “Well, sort of. It’s a long story. See, when I was eight years-old, my parents died in a fire.”
“I’m very sorry to hear that.”
She offered an appreciative smile and pushed on. “That night I was crouched in the corner of my bedroom, on the second floor. I was trapped—there was no way out.”
His head tilted to one side, interest now edged into his features. “Go on, my dear.”
“I remember my eyes were burning from the smoke and the heat of the blaze when I saw something materialize in front of me. Not something—someone, a man. I remember thinking he was dressed funny. As I got older I discovered his clothes were similar to garments worn in the nineteenth century.”
Natalie glanced up. Dr. Burnadak leaned back in his chair and tapped his pen against his crooked chin. “Very interesting, and then what happened?”
“Well, I was scared at first but then the man leaned down and told me not to be frightened, his name was Alexander and he was going to help me. The last thing I remember was being swept up into his arms.”
Burnadak hunched forward, resting his forearms on the desk. “So you believe a man materialized in your room, saved your life, and then vanished?”
Her back stiffened. “Actually, I’m not sure what to believe. For the last three years I’ve had dreams about...Alexander.”
“You mean dreams about the night of the fire?”
Natalie froze. No, not about the fire, although her dreams held that same heat. Finally, she shook her head.
“Well, if not about the fire, then what?”
She bit the inside of her cheek and readjusted herself in the chair. How was she to explain she was having erotic dreams about an imaginary man to a stranger who was already looking at her as if she had two heads?
“Did you have a dream last night?”
Pressing her dry lips together, she nodded.
“Well, why don’t you start there?”
She steered her gaze towards the window, a few minutes passing before she found the courage to speak. “In my dreams, he’s standing by my bedroom door, watching me.”
“How do you feel when you see him watching you?”
She touched her hand to her throat. “Warm inside, like his gaze is burning into me, stronger than anything I’ve ever experienced before. When I see him I feel drawn, compelled to be near him.”
“Then you’re attracted to him?”
She nodded without thinking. “It’s more than an attraction though, that’s what frightens me.” She flashed a brief uneasy smile then focused back on the window.
“How does Alexander act in these dreams?”
“He starts out a complete gentleman, but…” The tender flesh between her thighs began to throb and in minutes, she was once again lost in the fantasy. “Something primal takes over, and there’s a beast raging inside him set on claiming me. He backs me to the wall, dragging his hands the length of my body until he’s on his knees. He pushes up my skirt and his mouth is so hot when his tongue touches me, like flames searing my flesh. I’m gripping fistfuls of his ebony hair, arching against him, begging for release, and then...”
“Natalie!”
Hearing her name, Natalie’s eyes blinked open to see Burnadak standing over her, shaking her by her shoulder.
“I think I get the picture.”
He went back behind his desk. He loosened his tie while she swallowed a lump in her throat. “I’m so sorry.”
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